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her wedding. Yet was it not satisfying, see you, to mortal men, who thrive not on a diet of dew. And 'twas all in the clouds ; none knew if it were dreams or not/'
So the old minister grumbled on and on, but the Prince went away sorrowful; for ever the thought of his father's lonely waiting all those years while his mother, the great River Goddess, free from mortal cares, surrounded by millions of worshippers, was happy in training her son to be a comfort to the King, woke pity in him. Yea ! it was true. The trouble came from the gods interfering with mortal men. Yea! even he himself, the beloved of the people, the admired of all, could not quite claim kin to them; for hid in his nature were wisdoms and knowledges and strengths unknown to mortal men.
Now as he thought, he was at war with himself ; for dearly loved he kingly power and honour ; and dearly also he loved his father.
So at last he went to King Shuntanu and prostrating himself in dutiful fashion, said to him:
" O, my father, wherefore art thou so sad and thin and pale ? Lo ! the Kingdom suffers. Tell me of thy grief, I beseech thee/'
And the King replied again : " How can there be grief with such a son and heir as thou art, O Gift of a Goddess/'
Then the Prince smiled a wise smile. " Yea, father," said he ; " but gods are gods and mortals are mortals. Can the one satisfy the other ? Speak, I pray thee, and tell me of thy grief since I was reared to be a happiness to thee/'
So King Shuntanu, compelled by his son's kindness, told him, saying that never, never would he consent to deprive his dearest son, his illustrious son of mighty arms, of his rights.

